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being wicked ? Did they take my baby away
for that. I hate God, I hate him.

" Why am I punished ? Why can't I be
happy any more ? I was once. . . ." Her
voice sank, as though she remembered things.

" No, I don't believe I was ever happy/'
she went on. " It was all misery, one way
or the other. But I always felt I could have
been happy.

" It's not true. It doesn't matter what you
say. The more you could be happy, the more
miserable you are. That's the rule, really."

" I don't believe it," said Boston stubbornly.

" I wish I'd never seen you," she said with
a cold vehemence. Then with a sudden gesture
she put her hand on his arm. In his imagin-
ation it seemed to burn him. " I don't mean
it. I don't know what's come over me this
afternoon. It's as though a little iron box
I had inside had been broken and things keep
coming out. But I'll mend it again."

And it seemed to Boston that the look
in her glittering dark eyes meant something
different, that it was saying that he must mend
it, for she could never do it herself. He
could almost fancy that she was holding out
the broken box to him, and telling him to
make it as it was again.